of a day or two. I do not like to send for my books till I am settled in a permanent residence.
T. L. PEACOCK.
MAENTWROG LODGE, Feb. 26, 1810.
I should have written several days ago, but I have been expecting by every post a letter from Auber, whom I requested to enquire of the E. I. H. librarian the title of the best history of Persia, which is almost the very first work I ought to read. I suppose he has not had an opportunity of asking the question, but as I do not like to lose time, I shall be obliged to you to get me the best History of Persia you can discover.
I presume the "Genius of the Thames" is now ready for publication. At what price do you mean to publish it? Of course not more than that of "Palmyra." You will oblige me by sending twelve copies to William St. Croix, by the Hornerton coach; six to my mother, and six to me. Have the goodness likewise to send my mother Sturm's "Reflections."
My packages I suppose are now jumbling in the Shrewsbury waggon; as my mother informed me she should send them to London on the igth. I half expected a letter from you, notifying their departure.
Mr. Tonnereaux's snuff-box puzzles me [34]s a lawyer, doctor, and parson. The latter is a little dumpy, drunken, mountain goat.
